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somber and filthy building they saw copyists wearing the
convict's garb and branded with infamous letters on their
foreheads. Their nostrils were cut, their cheeks marked with
scars, and they scratched away at the registers with the intent
air of high-school boys.
"Are these men chained?" asked the prison superintendent.
"Yes.5'
"Then, search them."
The prisoners' pocket money and a bottle of rum that they
had bought on the way were confiscated, then they were led
to the prisoners' hall, "a dark, narrow, cold, dirty room/5
furnished with field cots covered by straw bags. A smell of
decayed meat and frozen filth hung in the air that was rid-
dled with shouts, curses and laughter. When these noises
abated one could hear the steps of the sentry behind the door.
Durov's hands and feet were numbed by the cold; Yast-
zhembsky's nose was frostbitten; Dostoevsky was suffering
from scrofulous abscesses in his mouth. In a feverish activity,
the convicts who occupied the room were preparing for the
last stage of their journey. Their chains were adjusted, their
heads were shaven and ignominious marks were branded on
their forearms and shoulder blades. These marks had various
and mysterious meanings. "KAT" designated those con-
demned to hard labor; "SK," the deportees, and "SB," those
who had attempted to escape. For each attempt the prisoner
received an additional mark starting from the elbow. This
job was done by the convicts themselves, who performed it
with a serious, frowning face.
This was more than the young conspirators could bear.
Yastzhembsky began to lament in a loud voice. He spoke of
suicide. "I thought of what my sister would have said if she
had seen me there." Dostoevsky comforted him. Soon they